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FIRST PLACE POETRY
Todd King

Coalminer
The yellow dog runs through our yard,
chased by that black bitch, coal,
as Mom twists and turns the life out
of dinner--a chicken falling off the porch.
Light oozes and creeps through the roof,
drowning Dad in a waterfall of fire.
He coughs blood and coal into a red bandanna,
a modem day dragon on his last days.
At night, he often dreams of black
caverns swallowing him whole, voices. "Back
in there! It's an unguarded treasure; take it!"
Mom drops a dish--twelve scales flying,
as Dad pours moonshine on the sun flaring in his chest,
waiting for Saint George to reach the top step.
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HONORABLE MENTION
Todd King
Viet-man
Rain drops punch bullet holes
through reflecting pools, warping
the flesh of my other self, the one
with spastic trigger fmger
and the blisters--rounded like fleshfilled mounds that moan. They shoot
my black soul through the streets
where love drops to the side like a brass
casing, and hate zings like a lead badge.
Balloons hold more than air--body
bags and memories of jungle
loaves that dropped like diving
planes with napalm breath--scorching
exhalations that sizzled the flesh of my asbestosfree legs--charred matchsticks I carry
around in my metal cart, right by my purple
heart, and a scrapbook of your waving
fists and gritted teeth.
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HONORABLE MENTION

Todd King
Biloxi 1953
"I carry the wrath of God,
and I'm here to make niggers bleed.
Purity lives in fire and believe me
your gonna bum cause the only black
this state needs is night."
Under the broiling entrails of sky,
you smoulder, my charcoaled bride,
your corpse chained to the ashes
and embers of our front porch.
You are a failed phoenix.
The white men had appeared as four
hawks in the night, eight
hands reaching out, binding
me to the front-yard tree-sorrow.
I had been the watcher,
as four white stars punched holes in two
black quilts--you and I.
I am Christ wrapped in a barbed-wire
crown of thorns,
bleeding for their hate.
The thunder rumbles,
a chorus of hammering carpenters
building a chicken house.
Maybe it will protect
the eggs--smooth oval clocks
awakened by warmth.
You are Joan of Arc,
burned at the stake,
thinking things could change.
Your flesh peels off like biotite-thin black crackers
breaking in the wind's mouth.
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I imagine your eyes are two wings
fluttering in my mind,
helping me place your two black
ovaries in a basket
woven with the hate of Mississippi.
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Todd King

Coathangers
Skins hang loose, flat on their wire
skeletons, stretched taunt by gravity,
wanting to drift into a wrinkled
pile--while the frame hovers above,
the stripped shell swaying.
The clock's pendulum is a swinging
metronome--counting seconds as marching
footsteps. Up the hall, the punisher
performs origami on wire.
His switch howls, with my banshee
screams--a coyote that rushes down the red
paths, tingling steps.
It is 1940 with a woman
lying in a magenta marsh of uteral
convulsions and a terry-cloth towel.
For one moment, one second, mother; child,
and spirit merged into an urban tribunal,
and exploded into a limp marigold,
leaning on a wire stem.
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Todd King

Progeny
Ten black poles on the water's edge.
Every single generation
is side by side, is slipping sand,
with ocean rushing full force in.
Mother can you hear me father?
Our creaking wood brings us down, down,
and tide pushes shells inshore, shells.
You are next in line, who follows?
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Todd King
Kansas
I stoop in the dry creek bed praying the rain
will remember here,
while you stand , kicking at the soil , choking.
The year the rain left Kansas,
I turned toward the east,
but money was scarce as rain.
We were two smooth stones
smacking together like faint thunder.
The seeds I planted failed ,
and you took the blame. You were sterile earth.
Now we just pretend that the land is an ocean
formed by fields of drought-bent grains ,
and the wind carries a voice, children,
that I can 't see except in your eyes
and I go on searching, waiting,
because I know it's a mirage
brought on by the drought,
that the skies, or gods don't see,
and I question . You're a thin mast with a dead sail.
I've lost the wind for you.
When we settled here, you were a cutter ship
plowing through the earth dropping
sweat like glass seeds . You said
longing would spring that wanted life
but it faded fast .
You had used a knife edge--crescent moon,
to plow your wrist. Your wound frowns .
I know you tum away .
You're drifting toward home,
empty pail in hand , its weight of air
heavy as hunger;
that black skeletal fish .
But I still search the bed for life.
I fmd dampness. Hope.
And I tum to see you fall,
your arms are fins, spread flat against the hard ground.
The clouds roll in
as your boney frame lies still
and disintegrates into dust.
Rain falling down .
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Todd King

Rat
The subway's dark till you get there,
the corner of night and eat streets.
Break on through.
The world's much taller here,
vast under the spackled sky. . .
the ceiling light's filled with Icarusinsects that flew too close.
The bedposts seem like stretched mosques,
supporting your four-legged heaven.
You lie there still, tangled in linen clouds,
snoring with a thunder that makes
the loose floorboards creak,
and the ceiling plastef cracks
in lightning streaks.
This is the city, dusty-angled in squares, everything in its own
space, dressers, chairs, heaven.
In the corner's vertex lies the lifeless,
squared away on his rectangle bed,
death' s metal hem wrapped
snug around my neck.
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FIRST PLACE FICTION
Donna Cummins

Just the Man in the Chair
Boxes were stacked in an orderly pile practically
blocking the front door. Jessica wandered back into the
bedroom, and decided to check the closet for stray clothing
that might have been missed. Would she miss him a lot?
Probably, she thought. Who can know?
This was such a great room. Especially the closet.
It looked like you would open an entire wall by opening the
doors. Jessica grabbed the handle of the right side and gave
it a pull.
Her clothes really lived there, a jumble of colors
hung haphazardly without regard to importance. Her one
and only silk suit hung next to a tie-dyed cotton romper.
She opened the left side. It was empty. Until
today the left side had been organized by pattern, color,
fabric. Alan would ask her to get him the blue plaid hung
next to the yellow stripe and she always could. Now she
could use the space to hang her own blue plaid next to her
red cotton, and she could fill up this empty space with no
problem at all. She'd reorganize. Maybe nice clothes on
one side and casual clothes on the other. She would clean
the whole thing out and put everything back in just
perfectly. You can do a lot with a big empty space.
Closet. Dresser. Laundry hamper, need to check.
The hamper sat squashed with dirty clothes. What the hell,
she thought. He can take his laundry with him. She sorted
the clothes into two piles until she came to a shirt she had
bought for him. She held it to her face and breathed in.
After a while she smoothed the wrinkles, folded the shirt,
and slid it into a drawer.
The apartment door banged against a stack of boxes
as it opened. Jessica heard the muffled cursing but ignored
it. When she had finished she gathered up her pile and put
them all back into the hamper. She scooped up Alan's
clothes into her arms and dumped them into the last empty
box on the floor. After carefully taping the top, she wrote
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in big letters DIRTY CLOTHES underlining it several
times.
"Here are the rest of your clothes," she announced.
The empty room said nothing. Several boxes had
disappeared from the first stack. Alan came back through
the door, and went immediately to another box.
"I think that's all of your things," she repeated.
"Thanks. You didn't have to pack them."
"I wanted to. I mean, I wanted to help. Except, I
didn't do the laundry."
"Thanks," he said to the box in front of him.
For what, she wondered. Not doing his laundry?
For not screaming? He walked back out the door carrying
three boxes at once. What did she care?
Jessica considered asking if he needed her. It
would be hard for his not to look at her if she passed him
on the stairs. He might have to say, "Excuse me," or
"Don't put that box of dirty clothes in the truck yet."
Jessica got her blue denim jacket out of the hall
closet and walked out the door. She met Alan corning back
up. He pressed his body against the stairway wall so she
could pass.
"Lock the door when you're done, ok?"
Luckily, she looked back up at him in time to see
the back of his head nod up and down. She would have to
assume it meant yes. She counted the steps until she
reached the bottom.
Outside her building, the street hummed with the
usual fall activity. One of the neighbors was raking up--the
first autumn leaves from the giant oak tree in his yard.
More leaves were falling even as he scooped the first ones
into piles. He waved the rake handle as she walked by.
Cars moved slowly in the street. A fast walker
could sometimes got to the comer much quicker than a car.
on the comer the bus stop was usually crowded, but never
intimidating.
Most of the people she met were willing to risk
politeness. They smiled when they saw her. She smiled
because they did.
Standing among the crowd there, she pretended to
wait for the bus. She pushed up her sleeve to check her
watch only to find her bare arm. Maybe she wolfld ride the
bus to the mall. Maybe she would call her friend, Linda,
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and meet her for dinner.
"How's Alan? " Linda would ask because she
always did.
"He's fine," she'd answer because she always did.
Or maybe she should take something back for Alan
so he wouldn't have to worry about food tonight. No.
Maybe she'd go back, and phone out for a pizza. Alan
loved pizza.
Jessica shoved her hands in her pockets and
shrugged her shoulders inside the heavy denim. What
should she do now? She couldn't think anymore. Or
maybe she just didn't want to.
A hard metal object nudged against her hip. She
jerked away colliding with the person next to her only to be
bounced back. Falling towards the object she observed a
blur of silver and leather. As she reached out her hands to
stop herself, someone very strong grabbed her wrists.
"Hey, be careful. One of us in this chair is
enough."
Her heart was hammering. She had almost fallen
in his lap.
'
"I'm sorry," Jessica apologized, to the hands still
holding her wrists. She felt the cool metal of the
wheelchair against her hands as they gripped the arm of the
chair. Embarrassed she tried to let go. She couldn't seem
to pull away from the hold he had on her. What was a
polite way to ask a man in a wheelchair to let you go?
Some crisis passed. For a man in a wheelchair, he
was very strong. She should look at him. Even
uncomfortable and embarrassed, she should look at him and
thank him for catching her. She should thank him and
apologize again. She should.
"Sorry. I'm not usually so clumsy. Some days I
manage to walk without falling on anybody. "
Jessica hesitantly raised her eyes as she spoke. She
was surprised to find herself at eye level with the man in
the chair. He must have been very tall. It was nice the
way his reddish brown hair swept back neatly from his face.
Linda would have called him a fox and said, "Too bad such
a great looking guy was stuck in a chair."
He laughed at her apology.
"Are you waiting for the bus?"
''I'm going to the mall. "
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"I'm meeting a friend. We've got a grudge match
this afternoon. "
He rubbed his hands together in anticipation.
Jessica grinned at his masculine gesture, gratefully
relieved by the conversation.
"What's the game?"
"Basketball. I won last time. Eric's demanding a
rematch. Said I cheated. "
His eyes waited, expecting.
Jessica thought he was joking, but he looked
senous. Was he teasing her?
"What makes him think you cheated?"
"I won."
Jessica laughed. The laughter surprised her. Then
something in his smile sent unexpected shock waves through
her chest. She pressed her hand to the front of her jacket to
hold them in.
"Do you live around here?" he asked.
She thought about lying, but didn't. She wasn' t
good at it.
"Just up the street. This is a great neighborhood."
"I live about two blocks from here."
"Really? Do you like it?"
"Yeah. I feel pretty secure even though I live
alone."
"I know what you mean. That's why I like it,
too."
"Do you live alone?"
Did she? She could tell him about Alan. Well no,
she couldn't. She could say that she didn't like basketball.
"I think so."
He grinned at her answer.
"Well, when will you be sure?"
"When I go home . . . probably. Why are you
asking?"
"Because you're answering?"
Jessica shook her head no. He smiled and nodded
yes. It was a grade school game of question for question.
He probably did cheat at basketball.
A bus pulled up. People crowded around them.
She had to step closer to him to keep from being pushed
into falling again. She braced herself by holding onto the
back of the wheelchair. He leaned towards her and she
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could smell his aftershave. Soon everyone but her had
boarded the bus.
"You'd better hurry. The seats are almost gone. "
"I changed my mind. I guess I'll just go home."
Jessica motioned to the bus driver and shook her
head. After the bus had gone, they were the only ones left
at the stop.
"Will your friend be here soon?"
"Should be the next bus."
He looked at his watch.
"Unless he chickens out. I don't suppose you
play?"
"I do. But you don't want to play me. I cheat,
too. What's your name?"
"What will happen if I don't tell you?"
Jessica shrugged her shoulders.
"I'll always remember you as the man who cheated
at basketball. "
"Todd Stevens."
"Well . . . do you have a phone, Todd Stevens?"
"Why?"
Jessica shook her head.
"If you don't answer, you don't find out."
He gave her his number.
"Don't lose it, it's unlisted. Are you going to call
me?"
"Sure. I'll call you Todd and you can call me . .
Jessica Bach."
"Hello, Jessica Bach. I think I'm glad we met."
"When will you be sure?" she asked.
They both laughed.
Another bus pulled up. A tall slender man Jessica
judged to be about the same size as Todd climbed out.
"I wondered if you were man enough to show up.
Feeling lucky, today?"
"Be grateful you're still in that chair, Stevens. No
breaks today, my man."
You could tell by the high fives and the insults that
they'd been friends a long time. Todd introduced him to
Jessica.
"Uh . . . Eric, this is Jessica Bach. Jessica, this
is Eric. He's a nice guy, but a terrible basketball player."
"Hi, Eric. You really think Todd cheats?"
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Todd grinned at Eric. Eric looked at Todd and
then at the wheelchair, and finally back at Jessica.
"I knows he does. You gotta watch this guy,
Jessica. There's always more going on than he admits. It's
good to meet you."
"Yeah, you too. Well . . . I'd better be going.
Good luck with your game."
"Thanks, Eric's going to need it."
Eric laughed. Jessica smiled.
"Jessica . . . will you call me later?"
Todd had turned the wheelchair so he could see
her. Jessica smiled, shrugging her shoulders again. As she
walked away she heard Eric and Todd still bickering over
the game. Would she call him? Maybe. She'd think about
it later.
The apartment was empty. Boxes no longer
blocked the doorway. The room was neat and orderly
except for a week's accumulation of mail on the table by the
phone. She tried to ignore it as she adjusted the stereo until
she found a station that she liked. But she couldn't.
The clutter on the table bothered her, but she didn't
want to deal with going through it. Jessica looked around
the room. Finally, she raked the papers, letters, and
magazines into a huge empty basket that normally sat by
Alan's chair. Now the table looked so much better. She
should call.
Jessica dialed the number on the pad beside the
phone.
"Hello. You've reached Alan Sand's residence.
I'm not at home right now
She hung up. Maybe she'd try again later.
Jessica went into the bedroom to change. Shedding
her clothes in a heap on the floor, she walked naked to the
dresser and got out the shirt. The shirt covered her, the
tails falling to her knees. She buttoned most of the buttons,
then hugged herself.
Playing on the stereo was a song she liked. Jessica
closed her eyes and began to sway in time with the music
from the stereo. Some things had not been so good between
them, but they had moved together well. She wondered
how much she would miss him.
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SECOND PLACE POETRY
Frank Olson
Splintered
I wonder when he knew he wasn't going
to make it--not the curve above my house,
but the way to his own house that night.
The kid can see the trees his car outs off
head high, launching them straight up
to land just where they'd stood. The car
flew through in a gentle roll that splintered trunks
as thick as his head, and skinned the bark
from a yellow locust in a shiny strip
right to the dirt. As he was thrown
with his cassettes down across the pipeline
to the pines, his heavy-metal music muted
any sounds --by now he couldn't even hear
himself. He was dead when he landed -face down, by chance. Later I stared at him
lying brightly lit in an ambulance, abandoned.
The shattered right leg loosed that foot to tum
unnaturally as in an Egyptian tomb wall painting.
Around me frenzy worked to save the other boy.
The next day an upright, unbumt flare
cast a shadow on the trampled ground
marking where his head had lain.
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Frank Olson
After Dark at Danville Cemetery
I'm frightened climbing over the shiny iron
gates held by heavy lock and chain.
At their top gold spears point starward.
Inside only fireflies and the odd streetlamp
glimmer through the trees. I hear
katydids, bullbats and killdeer echoing
against the rows of tall, old tombstones.
Cornered in the northwest, the National
Cemetery marks in neat, dim rows
the dead from South and North killed
at the Perryville Battle. A crumbling asphalt
path divides the sides. Sandy headstones
mark the losers. White marble shows the winning dead,
though the losers homes are local places.
This afternoon I sipped a cup of tea
downstairs in the old Elmwood Inn. After the Perryville Battle its floors held the wounded and dying.
130 years of wear and sunlight didn't
erase the blood from the wood until new owners
sanded the floors to brighten the rooms,
raising the blood as motes floating
in the afternoon sun. Across the room
four generations of a family's women chat.
In the dark I run along the graves. Trespassing,
I am afraid, yet taste the teacakes
and feel the dust as fireflies.
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SECOND PLACE FICTION

Shawn K. Meade
Battered
"Come and eat. Cara"
I sit up in bed and tum to look at my reflection in
the mirror. My tattered blond hair looks as though I
haven't washed it in days. My eyes are swollen. I look
like those bubble-eyed goldfish I use to keep as pets, until I
found them belly up in the yellow water that my stepfather
made.
"Cara, I mean it. Now." Her voice echoed in my
mind, throbbing with the beat of my swollen lip.
Standing up, I sway on my dirty blue legs, and go
for the door.
"I don't know why you still have that kid." I hear
Him say as I inch toward the kitchen.
"What am I supposed to do, Rick. Drop her off at
the nearest home and say, 'could you take this kid off my
hands, my husband doesn't like her."'
"Don't get smart, Barbara, I don't need your crap,"
He says.
I walk in and sit down at the table. I can't look at
Him. He makes my stomach chum.
"Here," She says, throwing a bowl of cold oatmeal
the table in front of me, "Hurry up and eat. If you miss the
bus. I ain't takin' ya. And if you don't get to school,
you'll have to stay here and work." She picks up a basket of
laundry and goes out the front door to go to the washroom
downstairs.
I raise the spoonful of oatmeal to my mouth and
grimace at the immense saltiness.
"Like it?" He asks sneering at me.
I push away the bowl and feel the pain all over
again. All the hate. All the anger. His greasy hair hangs
in His eyes and His scruffy face, still sneering at me, causes
me to stare at that horrible scar. The scar that always
makes me think of a big white spider.
"What are you looking at?" He reaches across the
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table and gives me a hard slap across my face with His
meaty thick hand. Pain surges through my face and races
toward my head as I unwillingly tum to look at my
shoulder. My chair teeters and I lose balance and fall to the
floor. He is laughing and gets up to stand by my side.
"Would you like me to make it all better?" I push
myself away from Him and slide between the refrigerator
and the cabinets. He wants to hurt me again. He wants to
get inside and make me bleed. I feel his hand on my leg
and I pull my legs to my chest and hold on tight.
"Fine, be a baby and hide. You don't know what
you're missing out on, girly girl," He says when He hears
the front door open. But I know what I am missing and am
glad I'm missing it. He makes me feel used and dirty. He
always gets his way with me because She doesn't know. I
tried to tell Her once but She called me a liar and a whore
and hit me across my back with His belt strap. "Don't you
ever lie to me again or I will give you something to lie
about, and it will be more than just a whipping," She had
said. I hate Her. I hate Them both.
I push myself out away from my safety zone and
look to make sure He is gone. Standing up, I push my hair
out of my eyes and reach for a glass on the counter.
"Cara, go get dressed and don't take all day. I'm
not wasting my time playing Carol Brady. You are eight
years old now so you had better start learning to do things
without me always telling ya, " she says.
I set down the glass and walk down the small
hallway leading to my room. The crack in the wall follows
me there. It is as if it is pointing the way. I stop at the
doorway and look at the clothes I had lain on the bed. The
grey sweater from the people who found my name on an
angel in K-mart during Christmas time, and the black
corduroy pants . .. the ones She had bought me when She
was different . . . before He came.
I dress, brush my teeth, and comb the tangles from
my hair. The wind is blowing outside. I can hear it
whistling past the window. I lay the comb down and go to
get my jacket.
"Bye," I say partially under my breath as She
pushes my lunch at me. She only looks at me. I think She
is going to smile, but He walks in and She turns away.
I walk down the stairs, stepping over broken bottles
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and dirty undetwear that had been left from the weekend. I
can see the yellow bus coming down the street through the
clouded glass doors and hurry the rest of the way down. It
pulls to the curve and the door opens. I walk up the three
steps and sit down in the first seat. No one ever sits there.
No one but me.
"How are you doing, Cara?" The face in the mirror
says to me. Mrs. Dodson always says hello. Sometimes I
wonder if she notices that the kids don't say anything to me.
"Fine," I say smiling.
"What did you do to your lip?" she asks.
I forgot about the swollen lip and I try to think of a
quick answer. "Just an accident," I say to the mirror.
"Better take care of that. I wouldn't want you to
get it infected." She looks at me a long time after that, as if
to speak to me in silence, as if to ask me 'what really
happened.'
The bus pulls in front of the school building and all
the kids file out, keeping me there until they all were gone.
I get up and pick up the lunch She had given me and walk
down the steps.
"Have a good day, Cara," says Mrs. Dodson.
I just look back at her. I just can't find the right
expression to give her, so I tum and walk to the big double
glass doors of the school.
When I open the door, Mrs. Schaffer is standing
there.
"Good Morning, Cara. Would you mind if we had
a talk this morning?"
"I'll be late... "
"Don't worry about being late," she says," I'll
write you a pass."
I walk with her through the office, and down the
hallway that leads to a little room at the end. It has two
cushioned chairs, a carpeted floor and a small table holding
a doll house and tiny furniture. On the wall is a poster that
reads, "Do unto others as you would have done unto you."
"The golden rule," I say aloud.
"Yes. I value that rule to full extent!" she says
laying a hand on my shoulder.
I jerk away from her and feel a chill run up my
spine. At that moment it wasn't Mrs. Schaffer's hand, it
was His hand. His hand running over my shoulder down

21

my back and over my naked bottom.
"I'm sorry, Cara, I didn't mean to frighten you.
Are you all right?" Her voice sounds soothing and
comforting. Something I hadn't heard for a long time. I
look at Mrs. Schaffer and notice how well she is dressed,
the deep color of her eyes and the soft color of her skin.
She wears earrings and bracelets and a gold clasp in her
hair. She is beautiful.
"I'm fine. Just a little nervous. Did I do
something wrong?"
"No. You didn't do anything, but I'm a little
concerned about a phone call· I received a while ago."
"A phone call?" I repeat.
''Cara, do you mind if I ask you something?" I am
still trying to figure out what she had meant by a phone
call. I didn't call her and I don't know anyone who would
call her.
"I don't suppose."
''Cara, do you have any problems at home? Like
your father for instance. . . "
"He's not my father," I blurt out.
"O.K., your stepfather, then. Do you get along
with him?"
Did he call? Why would he call? What would he
possibly say? I look at her and for an instance I see the
way She used to be, kind, caring and always wanting to be
with me. But when He came along, She changed and
almost forgot about me. Sometimes I think if She could,
She would give me away. He made Her that way. He and
his wicked ways with me. His mischief with me when She
is asleep at night or when she is away at the store. "What
do you mean, Mrs. Schaffer?"
"Does he ever hurt you, or touch you in places that
you don't want to be touched?"
She knows. How could she know? Nobody
knows, but Him and me. I know He didn't make that
phone call, so who did. "I don't know what you're talking
about."
''Cara, I know that it is a difficult thing to talk
about but you have to tell someone. If he is hurting you
and you don't tell someone, he will keep on hurting you."
"Who called?" I say angrily with tears building up
in my eyes.
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"That doesn't matter who called, all that matters is
that that person is very concerned about you and doesn't
know who to turn to. They want to help you, Cara. They
want you to stop feeling the pain."
"But I don' t know anyone and I don't have any
friends. You have a friend closer to you than you are
willing to admit." I try to think of who it could have been.
Who could possibly care about how I feel or who hurts me.
''Cara, is your stepfather hurting you?"
I look away from her and feel Him throw me on
my bed. Feel him slide his dirty hand between my legs and
put his greasy head next to mine. "This is what happens to
little girls who cut their mommy's boyfriends with glass."
"Noo!" I say aloud and fall to my knees, covering
my face with my hands. "You won't hurt me any more."
It's all right, Cara, he won't hurt you anymore."
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HONORABLE MENTION
Shawn K. Meade

Rape of a Dream
My head upon the floor
Caused the vase on the table to rattle.
"Tell me about your dream," he said.
"I can't."
His hand was soft, it gave me chills.
The vase on the table rattled.
I tried to stand but fell again
to meet his face to mine.
"Tell me about your dream," he said.
His lips were soft
And gave me chills.
The vase on the table rattled.
I could not see his face
But his outline was quite black.
"The dream was about me," he said.
His body was warm, it gave me chills.
The vase on the table shattered.
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FIRST PLACE ART
1 ennifer Starr

Me II

(tempera)
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SECOND PLACE ART
Liu Shan
Fanner

26

(aquatint)

HONORABLE MENTION ART

Lynn Terrell
Untitled (photograph)
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HONORABLE MENTION ART
Joe Vogel

By Viewing a Spelunker
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(photograph)

Jennifer Hart
Untitled (charcoal/collage)
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Nicole Howard

Untitled
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(charcoal)

Liu Shan
The A wakening (lithograph)
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Sonya J. Peer

Love Letters
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(pencil)

Terra Stone

Untitled

(photograph)
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Betty Reynolds

Untitled
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(photograph)

C. Lynn Wells
Welcome Fire
-for my mother
She sits on the porch,
sun peeping through
the lattice-work makes
criss-cross patterns
of light on her face.
The ice in her drink pops
and shifts, reminds me
of when I was small and sick
with fever, in a tub of ice chips.
The light shining through the shower curtain
blazed the polka dot pattern on her forehead.
As she held a glass of water
to my mouth, I could faintly feel
the dull pressure on my lips,
could hear the tiny tinkling
movement of ice on my body;
her hand on my forehead
was welcome fire.
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C. Lynn Wells

The Dress They Would Have Buried Me In
The humid attic air clings
to me. I long to raise my head,
stretch, but the cramped
ceiling will not allow it. I sort
through relics--a stuffed pig, gargantuan,
a pair of crutches, annuals. Inside
a black trunk I fmd, the tags still on,
a small pink dress, the white lace ruffles
molded green like watercress.
When I asked my mother why
it was never worn, she spoke softly,
"You were so small when you were born ...
It's your burial dress." I imagine how,
if my life had been so brief, the tight
scratchy collar would enclose me,
and the warmth of that pink dress
would be lost in dark confinement;
but being small and lifeless, I would not know
or care. The cool dim silence
of these narrow walls smother me,
as they would have liked to then,
and I cannot help but wonder how
death fits everyone.
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C. Lynn Wells
That Bit of Space
I have watched cars go past
through the dull thickness
of this window for years,
the hazy sunlight bouncing
onto the silver chrome
then off again, as one car leaves
that bit of space and
another enters it.
Outside the wind stirs excitement
in a clump of ash trees,
their frantic rustling rises
to a crisp crescendo; if I close
my eyes, I can imagine their roaring
to be the ocean, vast endless blue rolling,
one white-tip rises, falls, and
ceases, another swells.
Mr. Campbell across the street
has mowed his yard every third
Saturday of the month; today a boy is there,
his head slightly bent--tall grass falling
leaves a smooth path behind. Through my screen
flows the clean green grassy smell of summer,
stray leaves golding in the tips of trees
the only sign of fall.

37

Marta Tomes

High Misdemeanor
In our town Miss Myrtle
Bishop, who lives on Hickory
Street, has been accused
of ringing the firebell
with no sign of a flickering.
Judge George Johnson was not amused
when she argued for a reprieve
on the grounds
"that despite a thorough investigation
(bloodhounds were used by the police)
no evidence was found
t~ place me at the stationhouse when the bell pealed
causing Harry Johnson, Chief,
to abandon his game of pinochle
and rush across the field
like a chicken thief
and lose his trousers because his belt was unbuckled--"
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Dolly Woods
The Party
The smooth edges of the photo stuck to her fingers.
The black and white figures might just as well have been
standing right next to her now. Jack looked so handsome in
his tuxedo. He looked almost the same today. There was
her mother in the green dress. That soft almost velvety
green dress. Fran could smell the lavender caught in the
fabric. Her mother was still wearing that dress. Her
favorite dress. She was buried in it only six months after
the wedding. Her mother would've been proud of the life
Fran had. And there she was. The central figure in the
center of the photograph. Her white gown fitted tightly
against her waist, now covered by two folds of fat. Her
hair used to be so dark, now the gray had completely taken
over. Fran looked at the photo of the most important day of
her life. She looked into her eyes, at the smile on her face.
There were no wrinkles on that face, no dissatisfaction in
those eyes. She held the photo against her face and looked
into the mirror. Time had left his calling card. The
features were the same for the most part, except for the
look in the eyes, and lines had popped up on the forehead
and cheeks. The gray hair made her look old. Different
package, same person, she thought. She put the photo back
into the album and placed it an the shelf. No time to dwell
on that. There's work to be done.
Jack pulled his hands from his pockets and brushed
the sawdust from his workbench. He looked around his
shop at all the furniture he had created. A table in the
comer. He'd built that one for show. Some of the men
from church were inclined to buy them for their wives. He
had made so many things already that this morning he was a
little stumped as what to make next. He sighed and decided
to build his granddaughter Katie a jewelry box. She so
liked Fran's. Fran wanted to pass hers on to Katie, but
why should the child have to wait till Fran was dead and
gone. Katie would enjoy it more knowing Fran didn't have
to die for a such a keepsake to become hers. Fran could
buy a necklace or bracelet to put inside and that would
make it all the more special. Yes, a jewelry box was the
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thing to make. He dusted his work table with a quick
sweep and carefully selected the pine. He measured and cut
to precision. He knew Fran would fret a bit at first, but
eventually, she would come to agree with him. And when
she sees Katie's face, well, she'll know it was the right
thing to do. He could feel Katie's arms wrapping around
his neck. Oh, Grandpa! she'd say and hold it in her hands,
slide her fingers across the smooth surface and tum it over
to find her initials and his. He whistled as he worked,. he
didn't know the name of the song, but he liked the tune.
All he could think of was creating the best jewelry box in
the world.
Fran put away the dishes and pushed a dust cloth
over the oak furniture as she walked around the room. She
still needed to bring out the folding chairs and set the table.
Jack would be covered in sawdust, she would have to get
him in to clean up, and lay out clean clothes for him. He's
making another table, she thought. Oh well, let him build,
gives me time to get dressed and fix up the downstairs. She
ran a bath, not much water, just enough to splash in. She
had no sooner sat down than she was out. She touched up
her hair. That new girl at the beauty shop does a good job,
she thought. Her hair was only a little poofy, but there was
a young look to it. The new girl said it would make me
look younger. Still no matter what she says, I'm never
coloring it. She put on her pink lipstick and just a touch of
rouge. She would wear her lavender dress today. The kids
got it for her for Christmas and wanted her to wear it more
often. It was just a little too dressy, but this was a special
enough occasion. She had just finished the last button when
she heard Jack come in the back door. She called, "Better
get ready, they'll be here soon."
"Only be a minute," he answered.
She laid out his blue suit. She liked the gray
better, but he was more comfortable in the blue. She
brushed over it with the clothes brush she'd given him for
his birthday and put the black tie, undershirt, speckled
boxer shorts, and socks in a row beside it. She could hear
him whistling on the steps. He was whistling a song called
Arnie, but she was sure he didn't know that was what it was
called. "Been makin · a table?" she asked .
"Nope. Made Katie a jewelry box."
She stood still, her back to him. Well, I suppose
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you would, she thought. You knew how much I wanted to
leave her mine. He's always doing things his way. He
never listens to me." Oh, I thought we agreed on that." She
kept her back
to him.
"Well, you know how much she'll like it. Better to
give her something that won't remind her you're dead. I
figure you can put something inside and every time she
opens the box she'll think of me and every time she wears
the jewelry
she'll think of you."
"But Katie's so young. She doesn't really need a
jewelry box now."
"What's needing got to do with it. It'll make her
happy." Jack had expected such a reaction. "Don't worry
about it so much, we ought to enjoy the time we have on
this earth."
"Katie's enjoying every minute she spends on this
earth. There's plenty of people to see to that. What kind
of person is she going to be when she grows up if you don't
stop spoiling her? It's just like you did with Linda. And
look at Linda, she's just as bad for spoiling Katie." Fran
was in a mood and Jack knew it.
"Katie isn't spoiled. She's a very well-loved little
girl. And there's nothing wrong with making the people
you love happy." The stem quality was dominant in his
voice.
Fran readjusted the socks, and turned around.
"You're right, better now than later. I'll pick up something
next week. Better hurry now, company's coming." She left
to arrange the table.
She heard Jack moving around overhead--still
whistling a song he didn't know the name of the thumping
of one fully shod foot, his good mood, all annoying her.
She hummed to herself, drowning him out, as she spread
the tablecloth. She put the cake in the center. To one side
she lay the forks, napkins, and saucers. To the other side
she put cups and the punch bowl. The table looked
bountiful, bountiful she thought. A Thanksgiving word.
She should use the flowers she'd just cut. It would give her
reason to show the vase jack had given her for her first
pregnancy. A soft white fat bottomed vase trimmed in
gold. She thought it looked virginal, yet motherly, holy.
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Jack said when he saw it, he had to buy it. He knew the
rose he had put in it was a more likely gift, but it was how
he felt about her and the new baby soft and creamy, bulging
with a beautiful blossom. She loved that vase. He had
given one to Linda when Katie was to come. He didn't
explain to Linda what it meant. Said Linda would
understand what it meant. How would she know? He was
always giving her more credit than she deserved. Fran
thought her own vase was prettier, bigger, and more
expensive. Still she should tell Linda what the vase meant.
Katie would need one someday.
Jack appeared at the foot of the stairs. He looked
handsome without sawdust. "My, my, my! What a
beautiful bride! " He puckered his lips and shook his head.
Fran waved him off, "Quit fooling. How's the table look?"
She wanted him to be pleased with the vase.
"Looks right nice," he moved in for a pinch of
cake.
"Save it for later," she said. "Linda will be here
soon."

Katie wiggled under her mother's arms. "Hold
still. Let me make you all pretty for Grandpa and
Grandma." Linda wanted to hurry this along, but try as she
might, Katie couldn't keep her head in one position. The
thick brush her mother guided through her hair moved her
head in all directions. She liked wearing the white barrette,
though. She and her mother made the barrette together. It
looked like a fairy princess' night sky. Big pink stars stuck
out all over it. Some even dangled off the sides. They
were really rhinestones bought at the dimestore and attached
with a hot glue gun. Katie couldn't put the barrette on by
herself because the stars were so thick. She folded her
hands on her lap and tried to think of her white dress and
barrette. She pretended she was a tiny fairy hiding beneath
a blade of grass waiting to be crowned with the sparkly
barrette that would keep her safe and happy forever. She
pretended this all the way to Grandpa and Grandma's.
There will be a lot of grown ups at Grandpa's
today. He won't want to play jacks with me, she thought,
but I'm glad I've got them just in case. Katie ran from the
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car, holding her jack case in the air. "Can we play today,
Grandpa? Can we play?"
"Katie, You brought your jacks! Well, darling,
I've gotta do this grown up party first. I'm the guest of
honor. It wouldn't be good for me to run off and play. But
I think we've got time for one game before the others get
here." Jack took her hand and lead her to the kitchen.
"Jack! You'll both be ruined! Don't spoil your
clothes." Fran followed them, hands on her hips.
"Oh, Fran. One game won't hurt. And everybody
knows you keep the cleanest house around. How can one
game hurt?" Katie was glad Grandpa didn't listen to
Grandma. What did she have against jacks anyway? She
was the one who taught
her to play in the first place. And she was the one who
used to leave her house work unfinished so she could play
more. Maybe Grandma should forget about getting dirty
and have some fun once in a while. Jacks were the best fun
Katie could think of. When she played by herself, she
pretended each color had a special power. The silver ones
were for making wishes, the blue ones were for growing
things, and the green ones were for Grandpa, because he
has green eyes and his name is Jack. Whenever she picked
up a green one she thought happy thoughts of Grandpa Jack.
Maybe Grandma should do this, then she wouldn't care if
she got dirty. How can you worry about dirt when you're
thinking about somebody you Jove so much.
Jack took the case from Katie and sprawled the
jacks onto the floor. Just fine, Fran thought, don't listen to
me. Why should you start now? Spoil Katie some more.
This child will never grow up proper. And that horrible
gaudy bow! Why would Linda buy such a thing? Fran
dropped her hands against her thighs and left them alone in
the kitchen.
The two made it up to threesies when the first of
the cars sounded in the drive way. "We'll have to play
later, darling. Promise you." Jack patted the top of Katie's
head while she scooped up the rest of the Jacks. She hated
grown up parties. They don't know how to have fun.
Cindy Shelton had a party and all they did was play. That's
what you do at parties. Katie roamed around the room,
looking at all the grown ups, wondering why she was the
only child there. She heard one of the women say parties
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like this were no place for children. Thank goodness there
was only one grandchild and that the other guests had good
sense not to bring their children. Katie felt lonely and sad.
What's wrong with being a child, she thought. I can't help
it. Someday I'll be a grown up and have a party and not
invite grown ups who don't like children. Katie sat down in
a wooden chair next to the cake table. If she had to be
there she might as well be as close to the funnest thing
there, and sit in a chair her Grandpa made. She twirled the
jack pouch around by its string. She thought it would be
nice if she could play by herself for a while. She could get
out of the way and not bother anybody. She sat and tried to
pretend she was a fairy again, but the jacks were in her
hands and they were her favorites, and she had a right to
play.
She looked around the room with a new
determination. All the grown ups were talking and she
wanted to have fun. She bent over and pretended to adjust
her sock. Then she quickly ducked under the table. She
pushed herself against the wall, pulling her knees up to her
chest. Through the lace she could see ladies legs in thick
stockings and men's legs in church pants. She opened her
jack pouch and laid them out with her hands. She spaced
them as well as she could without throwing them. She
knew she must be as quiet as she could ever be.

Fran sliced through the white cake careful not to
mar the pink roses. She felt her husband's band on hers.
She heard the laughter of the guests. Her lavender sleeve
against the blue of his sleeve was a good combination. The
warmth of his hand and the smoothness of the knife carried
her back 40 years. They had cut a different cake the same
way. Forty years later and once again slicing a cake to
serve to loved ones who feel it necessary to celebrate the
inevitable life she and Jack have created. Loved ones she
romanticized in her twenties. Jack had been so handsome
then, tall and fine with brown wavy hair and green eyes.
He visited their church with a friend belonging to the
congregation. After the service he spoke to Fran at the
picnic. He said picnics were fine entertainment, leisure for
the soul. He and Fran talked of God that day sitting on the
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church grass, eating sandwiches, drinking lemonade. He
began coming to their church more regularly and after a
month asked Fran on a picnic. She accepted. They went to
Hadely's Pond, spread out a blanket, and talked of the
future. He told her she had beautiful eyes. He said he had
just been hired at the mill. That he hoped to grow old in
this town. He hoped to marry and play Santa Claus for his
children. She told him about her job at the insurance
company as a secretary. That she too, wanted to grow old
here, have children, and a husband who smoked a pipe after
dinner. She had been embarrassed to tell him about the
pipe. She wasn't sure it was a very Christian thing to
smoke. Her father didn't smoke. One of the men at work
smoked a pipe and she enjoyed the smell. She sometimes
would straighten files so she could stand close to his office
door and take in the odor. Six months later she gave up her
job to marry Jack. Jack never took up smoking a pipe, but
he did play Santa for the kids. He used to say ho! ho! ho!
to her pregnant belly, even in July.
Now the kids were grown, only one grandchild and
they were all here to celebrate a lifetime they knew little
about. The children had seen Fran and Jack be good
parents and go to church every Sunday. They watched Fran
cook and clean, and heard her play the piano whenever she
heard terrible news. They saw Jack speed up the driveway
from work, build in his wood shop, and stir up fall leaves
playing chase. They had looked at photos of the past from
before they were born . They remembered photos taken
during their childhood and re-told the stories behind them.
They never asked about the photos preceding them. They
knew about the ritual, the routine, and this they celebrated.
Not that there's anything wrong with routine.
In all their years together, Jack had slept on the
sofa only once. Fran had wanted to return to work. Jack
refused. She should be home caring for the house, that was
her job. Fran could still feel the sternness from Jack's lips.
Why would you want to he had asked. Fran sat at the
table, her hands folded , looking at the plastic fruit. She
could give no answer suitable enough for him, only that it
was important to her. And that she needed to do something
more. He accused her of not loving him, the family, their
home enough. He kept asking what was wrong with her.
She had never considered that something was wrong with
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her. That was the first time she ever despised him. She
didn't ask for much and going back to work wasn't much.
She'd never seen Jack so angry. He accused her of not
loving. How could he do that? She stared at the shine on
the purple grapes, hearing his ravings as he paced across the
floor. What was wrong with her? Then she heard Jack
making a bed on the couch. The sounds of the sheets
snapping in the air finalizing his decision just as his flipping
out the lights and leaving her in darkness did. She sat in
the dark for a long time trying to figure out what was
wrong with her. Many women would give their left arms
for her life. Something was wrong with her and she needed
to fix it. She had cried before going to sleep and quietly
fried eggs the next morning. Jack went to work and
returned to a well-kept house. In the days to come, Fran
was more quiet than usual, she cooked bigger meals and
took to reading romance novels. Jack was content and the
subject was never mentioned again. Fran looked around her
house full of well-wishers and the gifts arranged on the
table. She looked at Jack talking to their son-in-law. His
hair was thinner and grayed. He wore glasses and the glare
from the window concealed his eyes. She knew they were
green. She knew they stared intently at the preacher every
Sunday morning. She knew they watered at the sight of
granddaughter Katie. She knew they closed at nine o'clock
every night and opened at five-thirty every morning. And
she knew they were the same eyes that met hers forty years
ago promising to love, honor, and cherish till death do us
part. Jack laughed and slapped his son-in-law on the back.
He caught Fran's eye and motioned her over with a wave of
his hand.
"Open these gifts, careful not to break any ribbons.
Don't think we could handle anymore children." He
laughed. Fran opened the packages. A lot of pretty things
to set around the house and guest towels. Things they
didn't need, but what could they need after forty years. She
arranged the gifts in piles to the side of her, placing the
cards in the boxes. Jack chuckled, "When we did this forty
years ago, I thought we broke enough ribbons to guarantee
at least ten kids and half a dozen grandkids. Guess not, ails
we got is Mike, Linda, and Katie. But that's enough for us.
I wouldn't trade nothing for them."
Katie heard Grandpa's voice as she moved the jacks
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back and forth. She loved him. She knew he loved her.
Sometimes she thought he loved her even more than he
loved her mother. She looked at the ball lying on top of the
pouch. Maybe it was safe to play a real game now. The
grown ups were all talking about Grandma's new presents.
Grandma must be in a better mood after getting all those
new presents. And Grandpa had just said how much he
loves me. She held her hand up high in the air, just over
her head, and triumphantly released the ball. It bounced
hard several times against the underside of the table. She
scrambled to catch it before anyone could notice. It rolled
out in front of the chair. Katie forced her head out quickly,
snagging the barrette on the lace. She crawled forward,
unaware of the entanglement, until she heard the shatter.
Then she heard the sounds of grown up feet moving fast
indicating a serious matter was at hand. Her grandparents
looked down at her. She looked up at them and started to
cry.
Fran picked up the remaining shards of the vase.
The gold lines glittered an the glass. Splinters and white
dust came off in her hands. She tried to count the pieces as
she lifted them into her hands, but she kept losing her place.
Some one handed her a paper bag. She didn't know who,
she just emptied them into the bag. Kneeling on the floor,
she folded the bag over twice. Silently, she carried the
package to the kitchen. She paused over the trash can,
holding the bag close the her front. No, not the trash, she
thought. She put the bag on the sun porch in a corner,
shoving it as far back as she could. With the bag safely in
the corner she returned to the party.
Jack held Katie on his knees telling her soon she
would be getting a wonderful birthday surprise. Katie's
face was still, more content, less afraid than before. Linda
touched Fran's shoulder from behind, "Everything's all
right now, Mother. Dad's calmed her down."
Fran was glad the guests had decided to leave
early. The sun was just setting. She sat on the porch,
wearing just her slip, listening to the crickets. The late
summer air was warm. She heard jack's footsteps shuffling
lazily through the kitchen. Leave me alone, she thought.
The strap of her slip fell over her bare arms. The breeze
pushed the polyester against her stomach in waves. Jack
stood in the doorway, casting a shadow over her solitude.
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"You coming inside?" He raised his eyebrows, noticing she
wasn't dressed, "You'll have pneumonia out here like that."
"Go on back inside. I'll be fine out here." She
waved her hand as if she were shooing a fly. He moved
back inside the house, looking over his shoulder once. She
felt his gaze on her. She didn't care what he thought, he
could go on to bed. She was staying where she was, as she
was until she was ready to move.
She looked at the shadows falling against the brown
paper bag. She singled out the voice of one cricket
drowning in the hum of the group. She imagined the
cricket trapped inside the brown bag, climbing over the
pieces of glass, lost forever in there. She left him there,
folding the bay shut a third time and smashing it with her
foot.
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Chaille Holt
Cannonization
When the thin-boned man returned to Assissi
He took no interest in his father's cloth business.
Wearing the poorest robe of the hairs of sheep,
He left unsandalled tracks while throwing kisses
And shouting "The new madness! Love! Love! Love!"
The crowd remembered the son of Bemardone
As a nobleman dressed in silk; they shoved
To look at the face (tears roaming
Through deep crevices of muddied flesh).
Twenty years ago he had been banished;
Now the honeyed smell of sainthood rested
Upon this town, a scent of piety unblemished.
He weaved his words, this Groom of Christ,
Were they the flames of Hell or Paradise?
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Chaille Holt
Sweeping
One day I saw you, small in your jacket,
Meticulously grooming the cement,
The broom whisking away and away-Inside your room rest photos of men
Who now see through thick lenses
That rest under cedar-scented G.l. caps.
You sent in casualties, keeping tabs on death
In a muddy French field.
The broom was orphaned
And you walked upon the treeless lawn
To clean, to rake, to complete more chores.
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Mark Davis
Burlington
on a rage,
somewhere west of what must be harlem
theres a drunken mother spouting wisdom
splaying age like magic
she is a hen who lays
hardboiled eggs
all i can respond to is
the loose skin that i
pull off my fingers
all i can see is an insect
crawling like a broken forest
moving like a dancer trained by seals.
i know i must be east
of compton
i know burlington
must have a jazz club
without a gravel driveway
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Timothy E. Hunt
'Possum on a Saltlick
The day was gray,
And I sat drowsily
Brooding over the fields
Outside my window,
Where I saw a small movement,
Right at the comer
Of the narrow, brown field
That curves around the house,
A 'possum licking
At block salt
Set out for the cows,
Who stood in the distance,
Content to share.
He had both arms around it
In a hug of ecstasy,
Oblivious to me,
Or the farmer
Standing by the fence,
Who now raised a gun.
The farmer walked away satisfied.
Later, I walked down to the field
And threw the bloody treasure
In the creek.
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Carrie Longstreet

Stars
She would sit for hours and draw stars. Pages and
pages of stars. She had pencils of every color and drew
rainbow waves of stars. Some of the stars were big and had
many tiny stars inside them. Sometimes so many stars were
on a page you could hardly see the white notebook paper' s
blue and red lines. Her stars often spilled over onto other
people's papers. The margins in her textbooks were filled
with stars. The duller the lecture, the more stars she drew.
She often wondered how many stars she had drawn. A
thousand? Maybe a million? what if she could draw one
star for each star in the heavens? She would be famous.
People would come from miles around to watch her work.
Star after star. Page after page. But for now she was
satisfied with the fact that she was unique. They didn't
understand. All the stars had been created before. The
carbon in her pencil had descended from the real stars. She
was not aimlessly drawing stars, but she was freeing the
stars from her pencil. She could feel them glowing--hotter
and hotter--ready to explode. She was the one who set
them free. The others didn't understand how important this
was. Her galaxies were not created in vain. She helped the
dead stars live on by transforming their ashes into works of
art.
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